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her, but nobody else liking the office it was undertaken
by a Mr. Mackrell, a gentleman then at Brighthelm-
stone. He delivered his message to her accordingly,
and handed her down the room without any resistance
or remonstrance on her part. But when they had got
to the bottom of the room she turned round, just
before she went out, and said, loud enough to be heard
by the bystanders, " Oh, Mr. Mackrell! how can you
be so hard-wed ?" I hope you will like it, for it was
very good when I heard it.'

'Park Street: Monday, October 27, 1788.
* Wel arrived here yesterday in the afternoon, after
an expeditious journey of eleven days* Our labours
seemed very ill rewarded by the dismal appearance of
London, from the moment we got within its walls, and
by the still more melancholy aspect of Park Street,
and the two empty houses \ve are to inhabit. I don't
know what was the matter with the streets yesterday,
for though they were full of the Sunday people, they
gave us both the impression of a solitude, and London,
we agreed, might pass for the " deserted village." One
feature of this melancholy was perhaps the shops being
shut, and another was the absence of anything like a
gentleman. We did not see one gentleman's carriage
from Tottenham Court Road to Park Street. But the
green fog, and its contrast with the green fields from
whence we are come, and the difference between brick
streets and pleasant Teviotdale, had probably the prin-
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